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Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 


Through ail the regions of varicty. 


OTWAY. 
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NANCY—Or the Eléve of Sensibility. 
A Satyrica!l Sketch. 
( Concluded.) 

THE old tarmer rather dragged 
than led his trembling daughter to her 
chamber, in which she was made a close 
prisoner for sixteen months, during 
which time bread and water was the 
only food which the inhumanity of her 
father would allow her; and even of 
this wretched fare she made the most 
sparing use: during the first week of 
her confinement she might be said to 
have subsisted on hartshorn and water, 
which were incessantly administered to 
recover her from constant swoonings, 
which were her substitute for sleep for 
more than an hundred successive nights. 
Yet could not ail these severities work 
any perceptible effects upon the charms 
of her person, w hich seemed rather to 
improve than to decay, under circum- 

stances which would have withered any 
other form, and dimmed the lustre of 
any other eye but hers. ‘The intervals 
which could be spared from sighs and 
tears, were dedicated to a clandestine 
correspondence with Isaac, through the 
medium of a faithful servant. But as 
fortune smiledbut on few moments of 
their lamentable loves, was pot I 
ere the malignant and Ireean" bilarice 
of the farmer detected the exchange of 
letters, and from-that instant the means 
of writing were taken from her. But 
the extremes of passion are not easily 
disturnished of their implements : : the 
eye of the watchful farmer, who was 


' 


H 


i course, 


one day passing under her window, 
was caught by fragments of more than 
a hundred watermelons, which lay 
Scattered at his feet: he suspected he 
knew not what: but the saturine cast 
of his own disposition had left him, 
though prone to suspicion, yet wholly 
unacquainted with the inventive subtle- 
tics of traversed love ; and hastening 
to his daughter’s chamber, he stole be- 
hind her, and surprized her in the mo- 
ment of tracing on the rind of a water- 
melon, with the point of a bodkin, the 
dictates. of her bleeding heart to the 
beloved Isaac. The rage of her father 
transported him beyond the bétinds 
even of savage barbarity ; and the cru- 


jcltics he exercised upon the tender vie- 


tim of his wrath, were such as would 
have brought him within the cognizance 


geance of her parental enemy. 

The trembling heart of Isaac, sensi- 
tively alive to all that Concerned his 
love, was wrought into a frenzy of ap- 
prehension, when he found the commu. 
nication with his soui’s idol suddenly 
cut off. He conjectured as well the 
giidiscovery of their epistolatory inter- 
as the subsequent sufferings of 
his be hsoud Nancy; and the expedient 
suggested by the fertility of a lover's 
invention, was that of winding a lester 








round an arrow, and shooting it into the 
open window of his mistress, at a time 
iwhen he knew that the severity of her 


of the laws, had not the saint-like fore . 
| bearance of the suffering Nancy equal- 
led the brutal extravagancies “of vem 
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father had relented into a permission 
that she should breathe the fresh air of 
the garden. ‘he letter contained the 
intimation of a plot for her deliverance, 
which he had formed in the desperation 
of anxiety and fondness; no less than 
that of setting fire to the house at a| 
specified hour of the night. He warn- 
ed her that he would be ready to re-' 
ceive her in a blanket, which he, with 
three trusty dependants, would hold 
under the garret window, and into 
which she was to leap, when the confu- 
sion occasioned by the spreading flames, ; 
should have withdrawn the attention! 
of her parents and other foes from that| 
side of the house in which she and love 

resided. The plot was but too’ suc- 
cessfully executed ; for though her es- 

cape was accomplished to their warmest 
desires, her mother, who was laying in 
a room by herself, and was forgotten 
amidst the general tumult, very nearly 
fell a prey to the flames, being very se- 
verely scorched. The same prepara- 
tions for their speedy flight which had 
been made without success on a former 
occasion, were now renewed with a 


happier event. and they fled with all the 











expedition of love and fear to a recluse 


village in a most remote part of the}; 


back country, hoping in this retreat, to 


escape the keenest scrutiny of their un-! 


relenting pursuers ; and here, accord 
ingly, for the space of at least six 
months, they forgot in the transport of 
mutual vows, all the malignity of their 
past fates. 
—_— 
For the Parlour Companion. 
TO EUSEBIUS. 

Whence these complaints, and why should you, 

With fancy warm so soon despair / 
Should youth abandon every view, 

Jecause uncertainty is there ? 
Rather the object still pursue— 

If othere may, you surely dare / 


Bear not upon our sex’s art, 
You deal us undeserved wrong , 
Tho’ one coquet should steal your heart, 
Should all be classed with her along? 
Must individuals impart 


| 


‘There are whose pride would ne’er conceal, 
Or stoop to mark their real mind, 

Much less would they affect to feel 
Emotions of a foreign kind ; 

Would man his honest thoughts reveal— 
Were he not treach’rously inclin’d? 


The weaker sex when thus expos’d, 
Would fail to base designs a prey, 
Were every tender thought disclos’\d— 
Used we not art as well as they ; 
When next to write you fee! dispos’d, 
‘Yo Woman more indulgence pay. 
Caroline. 
— 
THE PASSIONATE MAN, 
Influenced by a bad disposition, 


|| strengthened, perhaps, by an early in- 


(|dulgence and flattery, he endeavours 
not to check the irritability of his tem- 
per—on the contrary, he often believes 
he possesses a license freely to indulge 
it. ‘Lo controul his temper he has been 
led to suppose, displays a degeneracy 
of spirit. The slightest deviation, 
therefore, from his commands, or re- 


sistance to his desires, 1 irritates his soul 


to madness—he gives the reign to pas- 
sion, and all who are connected with 
him, are the weeping victims of his 
brutal violence. If we approach the 
interior of his dwelling, we shall behold 
the modest and too susceptible wife, 
amidst the tempest of his rage, suffer- 
ing insult, reproach and cruelty. The 
domestics, affrighted and unhappy, re- 
linguish his service—his sincere and 
enlightened friends abandon his society 
—his children tremble in his presence, 
and, instead of “ climbing his knee, the 
good man’s smile to share,” every 
word, look, and action, denote fear and 
terror. From this dread conflict raised 
by his evil passions, where can he flee ! 
The intoxicating bowl, perhaps, invites 
him—the doors of the gaming house 
open to receive him—or the allurements 
of venal beauty decoy him from the 
paths of virtue. ‘hus conquered by 
this foe to bliss, he falls, a victim of 
tolly, scarcely pitied by his friends and 
contemporaries. Were he for one 
moment to reflect that the victims of 
passion ascend higher in the scale of 








They stamp to all the female throng ? 


being than the ferocious inhabitant of 
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the forest ; that his mental degradation 
subjects him to the censure of the mo- 
ralist, and the anathemas of the divine 
law ; that it robs him of happiness, es- 
teem and respect, and renders nugatory 
every advantage given to him by learn- 
ing or by riches ; that he is the standing 
joke of the sarcastic, and an object of 
derision and invective of the poor, re- 
mote from the sphere of his influence, 
and the controul of his power :—were 
he only once to reflect on these conse- 
quences, surely it would stimulate his 
endeavours to gain self command, and 
arm him with a power sufficient to 
counteract this baneful malady of the 
human mind. 


——— 
Anna lamenting a beloved Husband. 
The prop which held me up is gone, 
With him my earthly joys are flown, 
And all my pleasures rest. 
Yet hear me, dear departed shade, 
I stll invoke thy friendly aid, 
Tho mould’ring in the dust. 
*Tis nature’s voice divinely wise, 
Neav’n-born directs my gricfs, my sighs, 
And calls thee from the tomb : 
A wife exclaims, my husband hes 
Uneonscious of my tears, my cries, 
Pining in youthful bloom. 
Who’ll now direct my wilder’d course, 
Support my arm, and check tne force 
Of Boreas driving snows ; 
Against each rude assault disarm 
The angry toe, or brave .he storm, 
‘To shield me in repose. 
——— 
EVENING HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 
Adapted io the Music of “ The Sicilian Mariner’ s 
Hymn.” 
Holy Virgin, pow’r divine, 
Thine be praise and glory thine ; 
From thy glitt’ring throne on high, 
Hear, oh hear the sailor’s cry ! 
For the great redemption won 
By thy dear and only Son; 
Through the perils of the night, 
Guide, oh guide our course aright. 
If with thee, as legends tell, 
Peace and mercy ‘love to dwell, 
Bid the breezes gently blow, 
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admirers, at the same time few or no 
lovers ; and they wonder at it—but the 
reason is obvious—if they thought ; but 
thinking is become quite unfashionable. 
“Ah!” said a venerable old lady, la- 
menting the degeneracy of the age, 
** courting is netting to what it was 
when I was young! The flirts, now a- 
days, make the fellows so saucy that 
there is hardly to be found a respecta- 
ble lover.” The observation was just. 
The females ,of the last age were more 
respected, because they were more re- 
served. For want of a proper reserve 
they are treated with indifference, which 
is nearly allied to contempt. They 
make themselves too cheap, if I may 
be allowed the expression, to keep u 
their consequence, without which they 
can never be respectable. To speak 
philosophically, a woman must repel 
before she can attract. All this advice 
may sound oddly to a female ear; but 
she who laughs at it pays no great 
compliment to her understanding.——— 
Ovid, who knew human nature. tolera- 
bly well, discovered not a little pene- 
tration when he made Daphne fly so 
fast from her laurelled lover; for his 
passion was increased by the pursuit. 
Our Daphnes are quite another sort of 
persons. Instead of flying from they 
run into the arms of their Apollos, and 
are afterwards surprized that they grow 
icool to their charms. If, however, 
| women would study less to please, they 
;would attract more. ‘his isa paradox 














hy hich those for whom I throw out these 


‘hints cannot comprehend; and until 
| they can, thev will never make their 
fortunes by their faces. The roses of 
i health are not long in bloom ; and when 
time has torn them away, there is anend 
ito love at first sight; and on that they 








Smooth, oh smooth the waves below. 
Lo! we humbly bow to thee, 
Children of the stormy sea 

Grant, oh grant our vow 'S suc sued 


—_>— 


Hints to the Ladies. 


It has frequently been remarked that | 


the generality ef females have manv 


seem, by their manner of aereng them- 
' selves off, chiefly to depend. To be 
stared at a few seasons and neglected, 
poe in a few more to sink into oblivion, 
is the lot of a thousand showy girls, 
iwho have only external appearances to 
‘recommend them. Without prudence 


land discretion even the most eubstantiad 
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ornaments, though they excite admira- 
tion, will never procure esteem. Pru- 
dence is superior to pearls ; and there 
1s no kind of comparison between dia } 
monds and discretion. Fools may be 
caught by the shell, but a man worth 
having will make the gem the object of 


Geliveration. 


—— 


From a late London Paper. 


OH! WEEP FOR THe STAR UF OUR ISLE!}! 


in the splencour cf beauty a fair star arose, 
Beaming jov on the cottage and throne, 
It promis’d a season of fond dream’d repose, 


so brig! tly so lovely it shone 
@! it came o’er our hearts bke the light from 
above, 
Shedding hope and tranquility’s smile, 
And we hail’d it with feelings of rapture and love, 
Sweet Brunswick, the star of our isie! 
In the fragrance oi beauty a blossom appeared, 
In reurement it bloom’d irom the sight ; | 
Like the sweetest of flow’rs its odours endeared; | 
"Twas an emblem of virtuous Cole 
Alas ! that a blight to this sweet violet 
Should banish its beautiful smiles; 
Alas! that a stur so untimely should set, 
Oh! weep for the Star of our Isic ! 


on. hs 


y+ 


ate 


The power of Appearances. 

Having exchanged my greasy hat for one of 

a better texture, clean and apparently unsullied, 
from the mamutacturer’s iron, and having pa- 
tiently shivered for about two hours in the garret | 
of a purblind old matron, while she decorated | 
my old coat with a new set of brillant buttons, | 
% sallied forth in the full swageer of a player of} 
' ‘importance, Who having been recently ap- 
the imperous manners of aj 

cee, 3s unwilling to relinquish the | 
isures the public streets with! 











——— 
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i. ite ite ele 5 of a Co] SSUS. My u tentions | 
possible, fo rouse the slumbering affec-| 

ms of some of My ald friends, Whose attach | 
it io me hact lately seemed to diminish in at 
mathematical ratio with the apparent de-| 
truction of my garments. IT marched directly 


fo # fashionable lounge, and seating myself in a 
eae less atGuide, with a memorandum-book and 
neib im iy bands, as though | would note my 
ferent calls and engagements, the first thing 
“vt accosted ine was a “™ blood of the first wa- 
whol Pf bad intimately known for many 
exrs, but whose friends and wequaimtances had 
's tne eased to such a deyree that he could 

at nouce them git cll oceausions: mdeed, such 
© bis perplexities on this score, that two days 


wfore, not only in the streets, but in the same 


n, hie Tre quently liad been oblived to pass by 

ithout being able to aflord me even the short 
enlony of a nod. On this occasion, mistaking 
provement in my old hat and the glitter of 


{ 


butvous far evidence of “4 new pyarthncit and 


el ited jis upper 
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lip in such a manner as to discover the whole of 
lis clean ivory teeth, described a quarter circle 
from his mouth with his left hand, while his 
body, acting in perfect unison, inclined to the 
angle of about thirty degrees, and earnestly ex- 
claimed, Mr , how do you do 2” ?Twill 
do, thought I—the maxim is a goodone. And if 
; these small repairs on a part of my shabby gar- 
|ment can produce such wonderful effects. what 
might I not hope, should fortune favour me with 
| a full and complete suit ? O! I should be myself 
jagain, courted and caressed. Encouraged by 
this thought, I retired to my chamber. feeling 
| myself happy in finding the first necessary step 
towards regaining my former condition in life : 
I even already fancied myself in the real posses- 
sion of these comforts, and begun proudly to 
reflect upon my patient endurance of sufferings 
past. Whilst I remained in this imaginary and 
happy condition of mind, I could not refrain from 
elevating myself in my own estimation above that 
class of persons who bear a similar character 
with the gentleman I have just mentioned. I 
viewed them as men, who either not knowing 
how to estimate the value of mankind in them- 
selves considcred, are therefore obliged to dis- 
pose of them according to the qualities of their 
several tailors, or the date of their present gar- 
ments; or, that they are so totally destitute of 
personal character and independence of mind, 
that they dare not exhibit their own opinions 
even against the frivolous notions of whimsical 
tashion. Any sorry, puny puppet may calmly 
float on the pure unruffled waters of prosperity, 
but it is the man of sinew and of soul only that 
can buffet the turbid and outrageous seas of ad- 
versity. 
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TO Maas *oeee, 


Hadst thou known, thou dear maid, of the blue 
rolling eye, 
Ilow pure was the flame I had cherish’d for 
thee, 
Thy heart had responsively beat to the sigh 


Oh hadst thou but witness’d my bosom’s com- 
motion, 
In my hour of anguish! ah hadst thou been 
there, 
Chy heart would have fill’d with tender emotion, 
Thy soul would have pitied my spirit’s despair. 
Oh why didlst thou smile if it was not affection, 
Why didst thou look, ifit was to deceive, 
How couldst thou thus, when I thought thee 
perfection, 
My heart of its solace and comfort bereave. 
But still L will love thee, eternally love thee, 
Vill vitality’s spark, extinguish’d, shall lie, 
Still first in my bosom thou ever shalt be, 
Thou dear crucl maid, of the blue roiling eye. 
Wicklif.: 





gy THE POBLICATION OFFICK of this 
Work is at No, 193, Lombard street The terms 


of Subscription are éhérty-seven and an half cents 
per quarter, payable in advance. 











That misery wrang, in my anguish from me.” 
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